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be cleaned, or people would wonder where he had been.
Searching in a cupboard full of oily rags, grimy leathers,
and other filthy instruments, he found the blacking
and the brushes, and presently the boots began to shine
in patches here and there. Then he washed again,
and as he flung open the front door, he kicked the milk
all down the steps. It ran in a broad, white stream
along the tiled pavement to the gate.

" There goes breakfast! " he thought, but the disaster
reached further. Hastily fetching a pail of water, he
soused it over the steps, with the result that all the
whitening came off and mingled with the milk upon
the tiles. A second pail only heightened the deplor-
able aspect, and he splashed large quantities of the
water over his trousers and boots. He felt it running
through his socks. It was impossible to go to the
office like that, or to leave his friend's house in such
a state.

He took off his coat and began pushing the milky
water to and fro with a broom. Seeing the maid next-
door making great wet curves on her steps with a sort
of stone, he called to her to ask how she did it.

" Same as other people, saucy/1 she retorted at once.

" Is that a bath-brick you are manipulating ? " Mr.
Clarkson asked.                              c

" Bath-brick, indeed! What do you take me for ? "
she replied, and continued swirling the stuff round and
round.

After a further search in the cupboard, Mr. Clarkson
discovered a similar piece of stone, and stooping down,
began to swirl it about in the same manner. The stuff
was deposited in yellowish curves, which he believed
would turn white. But it showed the marks so obvi-
ously that, to break up the outlines, he carefully